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Hope you all enjoyed the first of 
the new-look Doctor Who Weeklies. 
If you did, you'll be glad to hear 
that (as the old saying goes) the 

This week I start a brand-new 
adventure called "Devil Spawn", 

I t's all about the day I arrived at a 
far-flung outpost of human civili¬ 
sation on the very edge of time and 
space... where life is nothing short 
of impossible. And that's before the 
Daleks arrive on the scene! 

And as if that wasn't as much 
excitement as anyone could take 
for one century, we've managed to 
come up with yet another super 
competition for you. The lucky 
winner (and his family) will be able 
visit the famous BBC 
Studios watching how the chaps 
there put my adventures on the 
television. 

Have a jelly babyl 
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PRIZE WINNING 
COMPETITION 

YOUR CHA 
YOUR FAI\/ 

EPISODE. 

U.N.I.T. TASK FORCE 9 

YOUR CHANCE TO FIGHT ALONGSIDE THE DOCTOR. FEATURING 
CODED MESSAGES AND ALIEN FILE CARDS. HAVE YOU JOINED 
YET? 

SCAROTH OF JAGAROTH 10 


CRAZY CAPTION 12 

WRITE A FUNNY CAPTION FOR A VINTAGE DR WHO PHOTOGRAPH 



AND WIN FIVE POUNDS! 

FIRST MEN 
IN THE 
MOON 13 


WHO CARES! 17 

A SPECIAL PAGE FOR THE READERS BY THE READERS. SEE IF 
YOUR LETTER OR PHOTO APPEARS THIS WEEK. 

THE STOWAWAY 18 

THE DOCTOR AND K-9 ARE ALONE ABOARD THE TARDIS. . . OR SO 
THEY THINK. AN EXCITING ILLUSTRATED STORY. 

PHOTO-FILE > 22 

THIS WEEK'S PHOTOFILE FOCUSSES ON RICHARD FRANKLIN, WHO 
PLAYED UNIT OFFICER CAPTAIN YATES. 

STAR TIGERS 

THEY ARE A BAND OF MISCREANTS, MURDERERS AND MISFITS, 
GATHERED TOGETHER TO FIGHT A COMMON FOE. THEY ARE THE 
STAR TIGERS. 


Another HaCsA Scan by Gothman 
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WIN ATRIP TO THE 

DILWHO STUDIO 


-IN OUR- 

SPOT THE STARSHIP COMPETITION 


C an you find the hidden starships in this pic¬ 
ture? If you can, you're on your way to 
winning a super trip to the Dr Who Studio! 
See the programme live from the BBC, with the 
Doctor in action against a whole host of hostile 
horrors! 

Once you've uncovered the hidden starships, 
simply write the names of their alien owners down 
on a postcard (not forgetting to include your entry 


coupon) and then send them with your full name, 
age and address, no later than April 17th, to us at: 

SPOT THE STARSHIP, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 

205-211 Kentish Town Road, 

London NWS. 

Good luck everybody! 



NEXT WEEK, 
YOUR CHANCE 
TO WIN ONE OF 60 
FANTASTIC SCI-FI 
WAR GAMES! 














Attention all UNIT members! Dr 
Who Weekly's Top Secret Orga¬ 
nisation is calling you on it's hot¬ 
line. This week's report includes 
a mysterious UFO sighting and a 
fact file on UNIT'S deadly enemy 
from Mars — the Ice Warriors. 

We repeat — UNIT member¬ 
ship IS free — just send in your 
UNIT membership coupons nos. 
1 and 2. Members are needed 
throughout the country to keep 
watch on the sky so that HQ 
can be immediately alerted to an 
attack from the sky. Join today. 
Your planet needs you! 


SKY-WATCH! 

Dateline: July, 1951. 

Subject: UFO sighting. 

Witness: Frederick Reagan. 

Location: USA. 

The UFO was sDotted one hot Juiv af 






H0W10J0INI 


It's simple! Just save two mem¬ 
bership coupons and then send 
them to us, with a stamped, 
addressed envelope to; 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London NWS. 



No.2 


ICE WARRIOR 1 KNOW YOUR ENEMY 



SUBJECT; The Ice Warriors 
PLANET OF ORIGIN: Mars 
WEAPONARY: Lethal high-pitched 
sound weapons which are either 
attached to the wrists or carried. 
The Ice Warrior space-ships carry 
daedly sonic cannons. 

SOCIAL STRUCTURE: The inhabi¬ 
tants of Mars are split into two sep¬ 
arate warring races: The Ice War¬ 
riors and the ruling aristocracy, the 
Ice Lords. 

HISTORY: UNIT'S data banks supp- 


The space-ship was trapped in an 
avalanche of snow and there the 
aliens remained — frozen in sus¬ 
pended animation. The strange 
alien reptiles were discovered in the 
20th Century by a group of scien¬ 
tists stationed out in the frozen 
wastes of the Artie. The Ice War¬ 
riors were mistakeniy revived, but 
with the help of UNIT'S scientific 
advisor — code name — the Doctor, 
the threat was successfully over¬ 


intelligence reports suggest a 




















N o-one knew the true 
identity of Count Scarlioni 

The Countess saw her husband as 
an art dealer, a master criminal 
and an insanely wealthy man. 
The plain truth had escaped her 
as it had the rest of humanity - 
he was Scaroth of the Jagaroth — 
an alien from an infinitly older 



... not pne man but a dozen men: twelve separate splinters of the 
same being scattered throughout time. 


Scaroth was the last of the 
Jagaroth — a race that all but 
destroyed themselves in a 
massive war over 4 million years 
ago. A few escaped, landing on 
primeval Earth in a crippled 
spacecraft. Scaroth was in the 
Warp Control cabin when, 
despite his own protests, his crew 
down below insisted that he 
attempt to fly the ship. 

In the terrible explosion that 
followed, Scaroth was flung into 
the time vortex and split into 12 
separate personalities, which, 
when settling, led independent 


but telepathically connected lives 
during various times in Earth's 
history. 

"Can you imagine how a man 
might feel who has caused the 
pyramids to be built; the heavens 
to be mapped; invented the first 
wheel and shown the true use of 
fire?" 

How a man might feel, 
perhaps! But this was Count 
Scarlioni speaking . . . Not one 
man but a dozen men: twelve 


separate splinters of the same 
being scattered throughout time. 

And then again, not a man at 
all, but a creature hidden by dis¬ 
guise who guided Mankind so 
that its technological ability in 
1979 would be ready for its 
purpose ... So grand was 
Scarlioni's scheme that the 
invention of the wheel and the 
building of the pyramids were of 
little consequence. They were 
simply a means to an evil end. 









In 1979, the cool Count's 
darstardly plan was near to 
completion. He had created a 
machine that would cast him 
back those 4 million years to 
prevent himself pressing the 
button that had destroyed his 
vessel. But it was that very 
explosion that had helped spark 
off the chemical reaction that 
came to create Mankind. Scaroth 
was ready to destroy the human 
race at its very beginnings! 

Passed on from one splintered 
identity to the next were price¬ 
less items from history. The 
Count had a vast store of invalu¬ 
able pieces — paintings, a Ming 
vase, a Chinese puzzle box, 
various Egyptian relics and 
Shakespeare's first draft of 
Hamlet! Most valued and con¬ 
cealed of his collection were six 
copies of the Mona Lisa . . . each 
painted by Leonardo Da Vinci 
himself under instruction from 
the bullyish Scaroth (in another 
human disguise) in 15031 

Count Scarlioni stole the 
Louvre Gallery original, realising 
that there would be many 
wealthy collectors willing to pay 
vast sums of money for the 
painting — and then keep very 
quiet about it! All seven pain¬ 
tings could be sold at fantastic 


sums allowing the Count to 
complete his work. 

The debonair Count had made 
his home and headquarters in his 
chateau in . Paris. He was 
surrounded by his highly paid 
team of bullies and thugs ... and 
Professor Kerensky. 

It was the professor upon 
whom the Count's whole plan 
depended. The scientist never 
realised the full implications of 
his research into time travel until 
it was too late. Kerensky even¬ 
tually grasped the fact that his 
wealthy employer would, 
without qualm, blast Paris 
through an unstabilized time 


field. Count Scarhoni was a 

vicious, ruthless creature. When 
he had finished with the scien¬ 
tist's help — the cruel Count 
threw the Professor into his own 
time machine and aged him to 
death. 

Scaroth of Jagaroth realised 
the implications of his actions. 
He knew that the whole 
population of Earth would be 
destroyed in a single moment. .. 
but he didn't care. It was indeed 
fortunate that the Doctor and 
Romana arrived in Paris in 1979 
for a brief holiday and prevented 
it from becoming the City of 
Death! 





















CRAZY CAPTION 27 


H ere's another of our great zany crazy caption competitions. Just think of the funniest line 
you can, to go with the empty speech balloon (25 words or less), and you could win £5! Ten 
signed photos of Tom Baker as the Doctor will go to the runners-up. Send your entries — on 
cards only — postmarked no later than 20th April, to us at; 



CRAZY CAPTION 27, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 

205-211 Kentish Town Road, 

London NW5. 

This week and every week, we'll be publishing the name of the lucky winner and his/her caption, so keep 
'em coming captioneers! 




RESULTS OF CRAZY 
CAPTION NUMBER 
THE WINNER: 21 

Jonathan Gudgion from Olney, wins £& 
for his caption printed below: 
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Who Cares! 

Doctor Who Weekly, 
Marvel Comics, 
Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish 
Town Road, 

London NWS. 


Once more, we have a huge 
batch of your letters — and 
photos - to print so let's 
get straight into them ... 


Dear Doctor, 

:hink that the artwork 
)ur magazine is excel- 
and the stories are 
great. Although I'm 16 I 
don't remember any stories 
before Jon Pertwee took 
as the Doctor, except 
I used to hide behind 
3ttee when the Daleks 


Dear Doctor, 

I would like to congratu¬ 
late you on your fantastic 
comic. The stories are first 
class, and the other features 
are excellent. 

I think it would be a 
great idea for the BBC to 
show repeats of older Dr 
Who shows throughout the 
Easter or Summer holidays. 

Over the years the series 
has been getting shorter and 
shorter, I hope the BBC 
won't let it slip away! 

Andrew Price, 
Aberdeen. 


Dear Doctor, 

The "Star Beast" is inter¬ 
esting, I had a feeling that 
the Meep was evil. It just 
goes to show that appear¬ 
ances can be deceiving! The 
"Twilight of the Silurians" 
was very good. 

How about doing a story 
featuring the Zarbi, or the 
first Doctor. 

Keep up the good work. 

D. Warren, 
Walsall. 


Dear Doctor, 

"Ship of Fools" was a 
great comic strip, I've only 
read the first part and I'm 
already hooked! 

Kroton back in action again, 
I felt sure you wouldn't 
leave him deserted in space 
for too long. 

I hope that Kroton will 
have lots of adventures with 
his new found companions. 

Any chance of seeing 
Abslom Daak again? 

Crawford Jones, 


Dear Doctor, 

Please could you put the 
blueprints of the Daleks in 
your comic, as my dad has 
already made me a K-9. 

John Denyer, 
Tottenham. 

Love to oblige dear chap, 
but can you imagine the 
chaos in the country if 
everyone was building 
Daleks? 


Dear Doctor, 

Loved your latest 

althrkiinh I f'an'l- ea\/ 


Steve, you'll be pleased to 
know that in a few weeks 
we're beginning a brand new 
comic strip series called 
Time Tales. Chilling time 
travel mysteries. Watch out 


Don't worry Andrew the 
next series Will be the 
longest yet! 















H ow very extraordinary! 

exclaimed the Doctor, 
anxiously peering at the 
flickering lights of his central 
console. "Do my calculations 
deceive me, or has the impossible 
happened?" He reached in his 
pocket for the reassuring crinkle 
of his jelly-baby packet, and 
pondered anew. 

Yes, the impossible had indeed 
happened . . . The TARDIS had 
materialised in solid rock! 

The cause of this dilemma, as 
any trainee Time Lord could tell 
you, was due to a fault in the 
safety-scanner. That delicate 
instrument, recently made 
compulsory by Gallifreyan law, 
was designed to stop time-ships 
materialising in tricky situations. 
No TARDIS could be without 
one, though the Doctor had to 
admit that his own had been on 
the blink for a few hundred 
years. When hadn't the TARDIS 
landed him in danger? 

The Doctor was now trapped 
— imprisoned beneath six 
hundred feet of solid rock in the 
barren mountain ranges of the 
planet Neto. There seemed to be 
no escape. He dared not move his 
ship without first repairing the 
safety-scanner. Why, the TARDIS 
might find any number of terri¬ 
fying dangers in the unknown 
reaches of the universe. 

Yet what the Doctor hadn't 
realised was that the TARDIS 
didn't have to go anywhere else 
to find danger... It was already 
trapped with him on board . . . 

"This infernal safety-scanner!" 
shouted the Doctor, throwing 
down his Gallifreyan sensor- 
spanner. 

Five hours entombed in a rock 
is enough to make anyone, even 
the Doctor, a little jumpy. 

"What we need is a nice cup of 
tea - right K-9?" 

With a sweep of the scarf, the 
Doctor hurried off in search of 
tea, unaware of the danger which 
lurked in the dark corridors of 
his ship .. . 

Green, pulsating and totally 
evil, the being who now stalked 
the Doctor, had arrived aboard 
the TARDIS many centuries ago. 
It had simply been a spawn, 
caught in the velvet jacket of the 
Doctor's first incarnation during 


ST0W2IWAT 

The uninvited menace which lurked within the TARDIS had only 
one instinct in its hideous slimy body... to hunt down the sole 
living occupant of the ship and to totally destroy him... 


a visit to the notorious planet of 
Slemos. Lying in one of the 
countless forgotten rooms of the 
TARDIS, the alien seed begun to 
grow . .. 

The green menace that now 
lurked within the TARDIS, had 
only one instinct in its hideous, 
slimy body ... to hunt down the 
living occupant of the ship and 
to totally destroy him! 

"Now where did we put that 
rather fine blend of Vesuvian tea 
K-9?" 


"Right hand shelf. Master." 

"Ah, yes." 

The Doctor's mind was so pre¬ 
occupied with thoughts of tea 
and safety-scanners, that he 
failed to notice the sweet, sickly 
smell which wafted into the 
room. 

CRASH! A stool toppled over 
and the Doctor swung round to 
find himself face to face with the 
most horrific creature he had 
seen in years. Quite a shock 
when you're trapped six hundred 











feet below solid rock! 

The Doctor stared in horror as 
the green, pulsating terror 
crawled slowly towards him. He 
could sense the creature's evil, its 
single-minded instinct to kill .. . 

"Run K-9!" shouted the 
Doctor. The little computer dog 
did as his Master commanded 
and bolted for the door. 

The Doctor knew that he was 
trapped. He had no weapons 
with which to fight this nameless 
horror, or the possibility of 
escape. The creature lay waiting 
between him and the door! 

K-9, hurriedly making a few 
rough calculations on the limited 
data at hand, realised that a 
quick burst of fire wouldn't go 
amiss - it might stun the crea¬ 
ture long enough to save his 
Master. AARGH! The green, pul¬ 
sating alien drew back in fear as 



K-9's power beam scorched its 
side. 

"Good show my little chap!" 
congratulated the Doctor as they 
raced back down the dimly lit 
corridors to the comparative 
safety of the central console 
room. 

"I really do wish house-guests 
would show a little more gra¬ 
ciousness," said the Doctor, as he 
begun the task of barricading the 
door to the outside corridor. 

"How are your batteries, 
K-9?" 

"Only 30 percent probability 
of repelling another attack. 
Master". 

The Doctor was worried. To 
be entombed with a low-powered 
robot mutt and a thoroughly 
nasty piece of green slime was no 
joke. In fact, for the first time in 
weeks, he couldn't think of any¬ 
thing even faintly funny. 

Biting the head off his fifth 
jelly-baby, he smelt the now 
familiar sweet smell of decay. 
The creature was outside the 
door! 

Through a green, hazy mist 
the contorting slimy being saw 
the rough outlines of a door, and 
knew his quarry to be on the 
other side . . . 

". . . crush . . . barrier," it 
thought. ". . . destroy ... the 
Doctor." 

"Push, K-9," puffed the 
exhausted Time Lord. "Harder!" 
he cried, feeling the door give 
way to the tremendous force 
that seethed on the other side. 

CRASH! All hope collapsed 
with the door. As the Doctor 
faced the green, pulsating terror, 
he knew that this time, there 
really was no escape . .. 

Light years away, in the 
steamy swamps of the planet 
Slemos, the ever-watchful Guar¬ 
dian of Good, opened its mind to 
the battle of wills being fought 
out among the stars. Telepathi- 
cally attuned to the creature's 
single-minded instinct to kill, the 
Guardians had, for centuries 
protected the planet's murky 
undergrowth from the Green 
Terror which lurked there. Yet 
never had this monster of cr^,- 
tion travelled so far into space. 
The Guardian of Good realised 
that it must not be allowed to 


spread its evil spawns across the 
universe. Yet was its mind strong 
enough to traverse such an 
immense distance? Could the 
Green Terror be stopped? 

AREEAAOOO! A hideous 
scream pierced the tense silence 
aboard theTARDIS. The Guar¬ 
dian's penetrating thought waves 
brought the creature to a trem¬ 
bling heap of miserable agony. 
The Green Terror was soon help¬ 
less and in no time at all a large 
cage was found to house the 
creature. 



"My word!" cried the Doctor, 
a little relieved as the bolt slid to. 
"K-9, do you have any data on 
what could have possibly hap¬ 
pened to remind our unfriendly 
green guest of his manners?" 

But the littie computer dog 
could hardly reply — the events 
of the last few hours had proved 
too much for him. And it wasn't 
a cup of tea that K-9 needed, 
Vesuvian or otherwise, as the 
Doctor tried to suggest — but a 
set of newly recharged batteries! 

"That's it!" said the Doctor, 
happily throwing down his Galli- 
freyan sensor-spanner. "We're all 
fixed and ready to go." 

"Are you sure. Master?" 
replied an uncertain K-9, "Data 
banks suggest a fitting descrip¬ 
tion of job to be ... botched! 

"BOTCHED!" shouted the 
Doctor, horrified by his compa¬ 
nions unintentional insolence — 
but he chuckled to himself as the 
TARDIS began its next journey. 
Life was so much more exciting 
with a faulty safety-scanner! 
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THE SURREY PUMA 

Strange, unexplained crea¬ 
tures are said to roam the 
countryside - creatures 
clearly not native to this 
country and impossible to 
track down . . . One such 
phenomenon is the notorious 
Surrey Puma. 

It started in 1977 when 
villagers found unusually large 
paw prints in the snow. And 
then reports of a black cat-like 
creature, "the size of a small 
Dony", came flooding in . , . 

Had the creature escaped 
from a zoo? Apparently not. 
The only local zoo which 
keeps tigers, lions, cheetahs 
and black panthers, has not 
had an escape for years and 
the last panther to escape was 
shot. 

Who then is the feline 
monster which roams the 
woods and fields of the Surrey 
countryside? The ghost of an 
escaped panther shot years 
ago? An animal freak? An 
alien? Whatever it is - it's still 
out there! 


^ FASH/ON 
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GOOD OLD ROCK 

Bones dug up in 1908 in 
Chernigor, USSR from an Old 
Stone Age dwelling have 
turned out to be percussion' 
instruments. They are mam¬ 
moth bones, two lower jaw¬ 
bones, a shoulder blade, a 
thigh bone and a fragment of 
skull, all painted with patterns 
in red ochre. These were 
struck with beaters made of 
deer antlers and mammoth 
teeth. Stone-age rock music 
perhaps? 


KNOTTY PBOBwiiM 

If you thought your home- 

Z? Ma?h?mSia^ h^dj- 

“,rand<h.tislowrth»" 

Ihe ..niverse has existed soJ ar. 


r—A BRICKLAYERS LUCK 

Brian Chellender, a bricklayer 
of Bournemouth bent dovjm to 
Dick up a pin for good luck and 
was knocked unconscious by 
falling brick. — 


The Chinese discovered crude 
oil 2,000 years ago. A writer of 
those days told of a stream with 
"fat" on its water which could 
be picked up, turned yellow, 
then black and finally made into 
an ointment called "stone- 
paint". When burnt it gave out 
bright flames. 


Jnessie news * 


In August 1979, Dr Power and Dr Johnson, American scientists 
writing in a British science magazine pointed out the quite 
remarkable similarity between the few existing photographs of the 
"Loch Ness Monster" and photographs of elephants swimming in 
the rivers of Sri Lanka. They then went on to. suggest quite | 
seriously that Nessie might possibly be an elephant although they 
offered no ideas about where she might hide when she is not 
swimming in the loch. 

But there is one clue to the mystery which the good doctors 
may have overlooked . ; . 

The ancient inhabitants of Scotland, the Piets, made a great 
many carvings on stones of the animals which they saw around 
them. If there was such a thing as the "Loch Ness Monster" surely 
they would have carved this too. Well, it just so happens that there 
is one type of animal carved on Pictish stones which nobody has 
been able to explain. The strange shape of this creature led 
archaeologists many years ago to label it the "swimming 
elephant". 
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.CARDS @ 36p each = 


_SI^N/^URE O^F PAF^NT^OR GUARDIAN ^^ . 

If you do not wish to cut this coupon out of your comic just write your order down on a separate piece of paper. 


printed on a high quality board, all cards are 5" by 7" and in full colour, featuring a specially written verse by 


So order your cards now, or send an SAE to receive our latest DR. WHO merchandise mail order sheetl 
Please send all orders etc. to: 

-, UPPER FLOOR OFFICES, 10 BUCKLERSBURY, HITCHIN, HERTS. 



















































BORN: 20th October 1941 
ROLE: Polly 
/£4/?S; 1966 to 1967 

MAJOR TV APPEARANCES: The Railway Child¬ 
ren, The Strange World of Gurney Slade; The 
Primitive; Toddler on the Run; Strange Report. 


SPECIAL MENTION: Born of Dutch-English par¬ 
entage, Anneke Wills decided to keep her dis¬ 
tinctive eye catching maiden name for the acting 
profession. However many viewers in this coun- 
; try might know her as Mrs Michael Gough since 
her husband is the celebrated filj^-s^d television 
actor recently seen in an episOT® of Blake's 
Seven and as Sir Anthony Eden-Jn the major 


production of Suez. 

Recalling her days in the series, Anneke remem¬ 
bered a wicked practical joke she and Michael 
Craze (Ben) played on the second Doctor, Pat¬ 
rick Troughton. For their first rehearsal together 
the two of them entered the room wearing 
T-shirts specially printed with the words "Come 
Back Bill Hartnell". Patrick Troughton's com¬ 
ments were never recorded. 

Anneke Wills' ability to scream loudly in moments 
of danger is well remembered. This often led to 
slight domestic crises at home amongst her two 
young children who watched the series in con¬ 
stant peril of their mother's life! 
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The Doctor's two companions, Zoe (Wendy Padbury) and Jamie (Frazer Hines) in their 1968 quest against 
the "Mind Robbers”. 
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